A   WINDOW    IN    THRUMS
their predictions about to-morrow to a plough-
man half a field away.

Dulse is roasted by twisting it round the
tongs fired to a red heat, and the house was
soon heavy with the smell of burning sea-weed,
Leeby was at the dresser munching it from a
broth-plate, while Hendry, on his knees at the
fireplace, gingerly tore off the blades of dulse
that were sticking to the tongs, and licked his
singed fingers.

" Whaur's yer mother ? " he asked Leeby,
*' Ou," said Leeby, " whaur would she be but
in her bed ? "

Hendry took the tongs to the door, and would
have cleaned them himself, had not Leeby (who
often talked his interfering ways over with her
mother) torn them from his hands.
" Leeby! " cried Jess at that moment.
" Ay," answered Leeby, leisurely, not notic-
ing, as I happened to do, that Jess spoke in an
agitated voice.

" What is't ? " asked Hendry, who liked to be
told things.